NOVEMBER 11, 1918. The war was over. Everyone wanted
to forget what war was like and the sorrows it had brought.
Everyone was determined not to be downhearted, not to
worry about the state of the postwar world, or the future.
It was true most of the men one met at parties were either
definitely middle-aged or obviously too young to have been
in the war, and for every man, at every party, there were
half-a-dozen girls. No one complained about this. But
this lack of men and the superabundance of women had the
effect of making the women vie with one another to attract
the attention of the men even more than women had done in
other periods. This keen competition made society more
brilliant, put an edge on parties. People did things and
amused themselves in ways that would have seemed in-
credible five or six years before. Many of the old social
barriers were down and the field was open to all riders.

I revelled in the gaiety, which meant all the more to me
because of the strain I had been living under after the baby
was born, I had taken a little flat on the fringe of Mayfair.
Pam was still with Mother, and Granny was thrilled to
have her. We had no news of Frank.

The newspapers and illustrated weeklies were making a
great to-do over Princess Mary's forthcoming marriage to